
The Tragedie 

And wants net buzzers to infeft his eare 
^ J£ k pCmient fpeeches of his fathers death, 

Wherein necefiitie of matter beggerd. 

Will nothing flick our perfon to arraigne 
In eare and eare : O my deare Gertrard, this 
Like to a Murdring-peecc in many placet 
Giues me faperfluous death. A neife within. 

Enter a Mefenger. 

King. Attend, where are my S wiffcrs,let them guard the door. 
What is the matter? 

Me fen. Saue yout felfe my Lord. 

The Ocean ouer- peering of his lift, 

Eates not the flats with more impetuous haft 
Then young Laertes in a riotous head 
Ore-bcares your Officers: the rabble call him Lord, 

And as the world were now but to begin, 

Antiquitie forgot, cuftome not knowne. 

The ratiflers and props of euery word, 

Thecry choofc w t, Laertes fliall be King, 

Caps,hands and tongues applau’d it to the clouds, 

Laertes (hall be King .Laertes King. 

5««.How cheerfully on the falfe traile they cry. A neife within , < 
O this is counter, you falfe Danifh dogs. 

Enter Laertes with others. 

King. The doores are broke. 

Laer .Where is this King ? firs ftand you all without. 

oAllRo lets come in, 

Laer. I pray you giue me leaue. 

tAll. VVe will,we will. 

Laer. I thanke you keepe the doore,0 thou vile King, 

Giue me my father. * _ 

jgacf.Calmelygood Laertes. 

Laer. That drop of blood that's calmeproclaimesraeBaftard> 
Cries cuckold to my father, brands theHarlot 
Huen here between the chaft vnfmerched brow f 

Of my true mother. 

King, what is the caufc Laertes 

That thy rebellion lookes fo Giant. like ? ^ ^ 
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Prince o/Denmarke. 

Let him goe Gertrard, do not fcare our perfon, 

Thet's fuch diuinitie doth hedge a King, 

That treafon cannot peepe to what it would, 

Aft’s little of his will, tell me Laertes 

Why thou arc thus incenft, let him go Gertrard, 

Speake man. 

Laer. Where is my father? 

King. Dead. 

Qnee. But not by him. 

King, Let him demand his fill, 

Laer. How came he dead ? lie not be iugled with. 

To hell allegiance,vowes to the blackcft deuil, 

Confcience and grace,to the profoundeft pit 
I dare damnation, to this point I ftand, 

That both the worlds I giue to negligence. 

Let come what comes, onely lie be rcueng’d 
Moft throughly for my father. 

King. Who fhall flay you ? J 

Laer. My will, not all the worlds : 

And for my meanes He husband them fo well. 

They fhall goe farre with little. 

King, Good Laertes , if you defire to know the certainiie 
Of yout dearc father, i’ft writ in yourreuenge. 

That foop-flake, you will draw both friend and foe 
Winner and loofer. 

Laer. None but his enemies. 

King. Will you know them then? 

Laer. To his good friends thus wide lie ope my armet. 

And like the kind life-rendering Pelican, 

Rep aft them with my bloud. 

King. Why nowyoufpeakc 
Like a good child and a true Gentleman. 

That I am guilcleffe of your fathers death, \ 

And am moft fenfible in griefe for it. 

It (hall as leuell to your iudgementpeare 
As day does to your eie. A noyfi within. 

. ' Enter Ophelia, 

Laer. Let her come in. 

How now what noife is that ? 
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